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Why He Might Well Be Dismayed 
by the Hard Luck So Many 

Other Men Have Had in 
Finding Durable Wives 

Among the Stage 
Beauties 

The smiling Earl of Northeak 

^TT TAKES all sorts of j 
I brave men to make a 

world,” says a shrewd 
observer of modem life. “Some 
show th“ir bravery on the bat- < 

tlefield, others in pursuit of 
scientific knowledge, and still 
others by marrying stage beau- 
ties.” 

In the latter class of heroes 
must be placed t.he young Earl 
of Northeak, who arrived here 
from England the other day. as 

happy as a child with a new 

jumping jark over the fact that 
he was the promised husband 
of Miss Jessica Brown, who 
emerged from obscurity in Buf- 
falo not long ago to win some 

prominence as a dancing girl in 
musical plays on New York’s 
Broadway. 

But why. it may be asked, 
should it require any amazing 
degree of courage to marry Jes- 
sica Brown? Is she notir. re- 

markably pretty and talented 
young woman? And is she not 
very much in love with the Earl, 
and he with her? 

.... 

Not many of them brought hap- have preferred a girl 
piness for more than p few of wealth and title 
months and the great major- 
ity of them ended In the divorce courts.” 

The more you think over the matter 
the more you must be convinced that 
singers and dancers, actresses and show 
girls have by their own past perform- 
ances shown themselves to be very peril- 
ous partners for a matrimonial venture. 
You will be ready to agree that it does 
call for a large amount of courage on 

the part of the young Earl to take for 
a wife the very type of girl with whom 
so many other men had no sort of luck. 

Beautiful 
Jessie Reed 
whom Dan 

Caswell,, the 
Cleveland 
spender, 

loved and 
so quickly 

lost 
Even Miss Brown herself, whom not 

only her titled lover but everybody who 
knows her thinks the most, charming of 
girls, has already been" tht heroine in 
one unhappy matrimonial venture. She 
has long been separated from her first 
husband, and, although none of her 
theatrical friends can remember having 
heard of her securing a divorce, undoubt- 
edly she was legally free from him be- 

fore she permitted the announcement of 
her engagement to the Earl of Northesk. 

But it is no mere question of Jessica 
Brown's merits or demerits that makes 
one think the Earl an amazingly coura- 

geous man to marry her. It is the fact 
that, according to the law of percent- 
ages, a marriage such as this proba- 
bly stands less chance of bringing endur- 
ing happiness than any other kind. 

If the young Earl could study the 
matrimonial records of all the stage 
beauties on both sides of the Atlantic 
who have been married within the last 
twenty years or so he might not feel 
quite so cheerful and confident over his 
prospects. Perhaps he might even be 
tempted in his heart of hearts to wish 
he had fallen in love with some one 

else. 
Of course, the Earl must know what 

happened to the marriage of Lord Fran- 
cis Hope, the heir to a dukedom, and 
May Yohe. the greatest stage beauty of 
her day and one of the greatest of all 
time. This ill-fated romance is the one 

English parents are always citing to 
their sons when warning them against 
theatrical entanglements or trying to 

get them out of ones in which they are 

already ensnared. 
Lord Francis gave his bride the mag- 

nificent Hope diamond and lavished 
every luxury on her. Yet before their 
honeymoon was barely over she eloped 
to Japan with Captain Putnam Bradlee 

Strong, son of an ex-Mayor of New 
York. 

Lord Edward Fitzgerald, the youngest 
son of the Duke of Leinster, was the 
envy of all his bachelor friends when he 
won the heart of Maf Etheridge, called 
the prettiest girl that ever set foot on 
the stage of London’s famous Gaiety 
Theater. 

But now, when Lord Edward has suc- 

ceeded to the dukedom and also come 

into a comfortable fortune, he and his 
beautiful wife are parted and undoubt- 
edly will soon be divorced. 

Gladys Cooper, the peerless queen of 
the blondes, and her husband. Captain 
Bucjsmaster, fared little better in a ro- 
mance that started out ever so auspi- 
ciously. She is said to have wearied of 
his devotion to her and he turned for 
solace to a nameless corespondent who 
is described as being as pronounced a 
brunette as Gladys Cooper is a blonde. 
Their divorce was granted only a few 
weeks ago in an English court. 

It has become a byword in England 
that the surest way for a girl to reach 
the peerage is from behind the foot- 
lights. Of course, there are many of 
these alliances which have not yet shown 
any signs of bringing up in the divorce 
courts. But there is no telling when 
they will, and, in any event, they are 
far outnumbered by the number of mar- 

riages between footlight beauties and 
men of wealth or high social position 
which have had the unhappiest results. 

Here in America the record is one that 
must be still more appalling to a man in 
the Earl of Northesk's position. 

American stage beauties probably re- 

gard marriage more casually than those 
of any other nation. They are off with 
one love affair and on with another al- 

Geneva Mitchell, 
not at all broken 
hearted over the 
annulment of her 
marriage to her 
college boy lover 

most as readily as they change from 
gown to gown. 

The Earl of Northesk would hardly 
wonder at the world’s hailing him a 

mighty courageous young man for doing 
what he is if he were to study the de- 
tails of a few such wrecked romances as 

that of beautiful Jessie Reed and Daniel 
Caswell, the one-time millionaire spender 
from Cleveland. 

As Caswell has publicly confessed, the 
proudest moment of his life was when 
Jessie promised, to marry him. But he 
declares that her love for him diminished 
as his pocketbook flattened and that 
when the last penny of his fortune was 

squandered there wasn’t even the faint- 
est spark of affection left for him. 

Then, there’s the case of winsome and 

very youthful Geneva Mitchell. She was 

quite agreeable to a midnight mart-iage 
with her college boy lover, but didn't 
seem one bit broken-hearted when his 
family quickly had the marriage an- 

nulled. 
Rich young Jack Montgomery, as con- 

f.dent of reaching the harbor of endur- 
ing happiness as many another stage 
beauty’s lover has been, undertook a sail 
over the matrimonial seas with Peggy 
Udell. But the voyage came to a pnin- 
fully abrupt end, lasting only a little 
longer than the whirlwind courtship that 
preceded it. 

Within a few months after Florence 
Crane's husband married her his illu- 
sions about a love nest that never would 
come tumbling down about hia ears went 

all to smash. She 
went back to the 

strffee, and he—well, 
at last accounts he 
was reported to be 

swearing never again 
to court a footlight 
beauty. 

But in all America 
there is perhaps no better 
instance of the difficulty of 

keeping a stage beauty for 
a man’s love mate any length 
of time than the experiences 
of the husbands of the fa- 

mously alluring Peggy Hop- 
kins Joyce. She has been mar- 

ried and divorced only three 
times, but in the quickness with 
which her husbands were disil- 
lusioned and ready to cry quits 
her romantic career comes close 
to breaking all records. 

The third of her trio of mat- 

rimonial partners was J. Stanley 
Joyce, the mult-millionaire lum- 
berman. After spending a cool 
million and a half dollars in win- 
nig and losing Peggy, he is now 

one of the legions of men who 
regard the task of holding a 

stage beauty’s love as fit only 
for a hero—and-for a hero who 
3tands ready to face probable 
failure with equanimity. 

The records both of America 
and his own country can hardly 

fail to convince the young Earl of 
Northesk that, no matter how delight- 
ful they may be while matrimony lasts, 
stage beauties seldom make durable 
wives. 

But, of course, he thinks that Jessica 
is “different from the others”—as, quite 
possibly, she is. He is sure their mar- 

riage will be the exception that proves 
the rule concerning the fickleness of a 

footlight queen’s heart. 
He is so madly in love with the charm- 

ing little dancer that he probably would 
not give her up even if he knew the 
chances were a thousand to one against 
his possessing her for any length of 
time. 

Rarely has America seen a lover who 

seems more enthusiastic in his devotion 

than this boyish Earl. He swears that 
Jessica Brown is far more charming 
than any of the debutante daughters of 

England’s peerage. He is ready to 

stake his life that she will be as ad- 

mired a Countess of Northesk as any 
of the proud ladies who have graced that 
title since the earldom was created. 

Although the Earl’s mother* the 

dowager Countess of Northesk, would 
have preferred seeing her son marry the 

girl of title and wealth she had picked 
out for him, she thinks Jessica Brown 
will make him an ideal wife. Any rough 
edges Jessica may have acquired during 
her struggling vaudeyille, musical com- 

edy and cabaret days will, she feels sure, 

quickly disappear under the refining in- 
fluences of the British aristocracy. 

It was at the Grafton Galleries, a'fa- 
mous London cabaret where Jessica 
Brown was filling a dancing engage- 

ment, that the Earl met her. On his 
part, he says, it was love at first sight, 
and the engagement followed so quickly 
that it could hardly have taken more 

than two or three looks at him for her to 

lose, her heart. 
Jessica cabled the glad news to Amer- 

ica and sailed soon after to obtain 
her mamma’s formal consent.. Spiteful 
tongues whispered that she was not yet 
divorced from her first husband, but she 
wirelessed from her steamer that she 
had her final decree, dated last October. 

The Earl followed his fiancee to New 
York as soon as he could resign from 
the Coldstream Guards, an organization 
which does not approve of matrimonial 
alliances between stage and peerage. 

He is a tall, good-looking fellow, just 
twenty-one years old, and not interest- 
ed in the labor problem, the high cost of 
living, the choice of a career and other 
problems that usually worry young Brit- 
ons. He’s more interested in dancing 
than anything else except his beloved 
Jessica, and all he asks is the chance to 
dance through life with her in His arms. 

America admires courage and it thinks 
the young Earl of Northesk is showing 
it. So it cries, as his wedding bells 
ring out: 

“Here’s luck, your lordship! And 
may your marriage prove that there is 
now and then a stage beauty who makes 
a really durable wife." 


